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of Bethlehem; over to the right were the Shepherds keeping their flocks by night; here were the people coming down the hill with their gifts; while near the floor was a little stable with Mary, Joseph and the Babe in the Manger.
Then father would gather all his children in a half-circle about the Presepio, mother in the center sitting in a small chair like the rest of us, and he would tell us the Story. A few candles cast a soft and gentle light upon the scene. With a long cane he would point to the various personages, and thus he would narrate to us the whole story of the birth of the Christ Child.
As I write these lines, it is Christmas Eve, and exactly twenty years since I last sat around the Presepio. Father and mother are gone to the land from whence there is no returning; the home of my childhood is no more, and I am in America, far, far from home. Sometimes, "like tides on a crescent sea beach3* come longings for Italy and the scenes of my childhood.looked like a natural hillside- On Christinas Kve father would open a box, which he kept sacredly locked all during the year,
